curls, screws up her mouth into a little button when she
talks and paints red cheeks in quite the wrong places on
her face. Altogether she reminds me of a crumpled
paper napkin—she even has something of the rustic
and spottiness. The widow Grasmiicke was more to my
taste. My room is scantily furnished—iron bedstead,
table, chair, cupboard, washstand—more or less the same
as it was there. But the window, my beloved flower and
wistaria-embowered window, is missing. Actually, I
haven't really got a window here at all, only a small
ventilator. But I am not at home much and my hole is
a cheap one. I feed a great deal in the refectory, and in
the evenings I scrape something together for myself,
My finances ? That is a sad story, if not completely
desperate. Help me to reckon things out, dear Kianich I
I have set aside, not to be touched, five hundred marks
for the expenses of the examination for my degree, the
printing of the dissertation, etc. Those five hundred
marks, therefore, are not to be reckoned with at all.
Lecture fees, my bench in the laboratory, and work
materials for this session have all been paid. The same
sum of two hundred marks must be set aside for the next
session. What will happen after that I do not know. It
is curious, but all my thoughts only reach as far as the
time when—when I shall have the child. The way does
not reach any further for the moment If I subtract just
the expenses of this and the next session, then I possess
about three hundred marks between life and death. The
account shows a deficit, as they always say in newspaper
reports and budget debates—turn it about as I will.
It's the beginning of November. In three months* time
I shall have to go into the clinic. If I manage to fight my
way through till then—what will happen afterwards ?
Yes, what will happen afterwards? Mustn't think,
mustn't reckon, mustn't grumble. Just work Awomaa

